EURIPIDES
to the grave! And with one voice mourn us all,
the dead and me. For all of us have died,
all struck down by one blow of Hera's hate.
Theseus
Rise up, unfortunate friend. Have done with tears.
Heracles
I cannot rise. My limbs are rooted here.                           1595
Theseus
Then necessity breaks even the strong.
Heracles
Oh to be a stone! To feel no grief!
Theseus
Enough. Give your hand to your helping friend.
Heracles
Take care. I may pollute your clothes with blood.
Theseus
Pollute them then. Spare not. I do not care.                     1400
Heracles
My sons are dead; now you shall be my son.
Theseus
Place your hand on my shoulder, I shall lead you.
Heracles
A yoke of love, but one of us in grief.
O Father, choose a man like this for friend.
Amphitryon
The land that gave him birth has noble sons.                   1405
Heracles
Theseus, turn me back. Let me see my sons.
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